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the strained white face I had seen before at the
Cafe Royal), "such a row, and I wanted to
speak to you about it. Of course you know
in the old days when his plays were being given
in London he was rich and gave me some money,
and now he says I ought to settle a large sum
on him; I think it ridiculous, don't you?"

"I would rather not say anything about it,"
I replied;  "I  don't know enough  about the

circumstances."

He was too filled with a sense of his own
injuries; too excited to catch my tone or under-
stand any reproof in my attitude.

"Oscar is really too dreadful," he went on;
"he is quite shameless now; he begs and begs
and begs, and of course I have given him
money, have given him hundreds, quite as
much as he ever gave me: but he is insatiable
and recklessly extravagant besides. Of course
I want to be quite fair to him: I've already
given him back all he gave me. Don't you
think that is all anyone can ask of me?"

I looked at him in astonishment.

"That is for you and Oscar," I said, "to decide
together. No one else can judge between you."

"Why not?" he snapped out in his irritable
way, "you know us both and our relations."

"No," I replied, "I don't know all the obli-
gations and the interwoven services. Besides,
I could not judge fairly between you."